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Burthens like these vile earthly buildings bear,
No tribute's laid on Castles in the Air.
LET then the flames of war destructive reign,        275
And ENGLAND'S terrours awe imperious SPAIN;
Let ev'ry venal clan10 and neutral tribe
Learn to receive conditions, not prescribe;
Let each new year call loud for new supplies,
And tax on tax with doubled burthen rise,              280
Exempt we sit, by no rude cares opprest,
And, having little, are with little blest.
All real ills in dark oblivion lye,
And joys, by fancy form'd, their place supply.
NIGHT'S laughing hours unheeded slip away,           285
Nor one dull thought foretells th' approach11 of DAY.
THUS have we liv'd, and whilst the fates afford
Plain plenty to supply the frugal board.
Whilst MIRTH, with DECENCY his lovely bride,
And Wine's gay GOD, with TEMP'RANCE by his side,
Their welcome visit pay; whilst HEALTH attends    291
The narrow circle of our chosen Friends,
Whilst frank GOOD-HUMOUR consecrates the treat,
And woman makes society complete,
Thus WILL we live, though in our teeth are hurl'd     295
Those Hackney Strumpets, PRUDENCE and the WORLD.
PRUDENCE, of old a sacred term, imply'd
Virtue with godlike wisdom for her guide,
But now in general use is known to mean
The stalking-horse of vice, and folly's screen.           300
The sense perverted we retain the name,
Hypocrisy and Prudence are the same.